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the end of his life the visitation of blindness came to try
the last fragments of his patience. He took a leading part
in the'Conferences of the Salvation Army, kept a secretary
in residence, and had another always coming and going
from Headquarters. But there were merciful intervals of
tranquillity. He was contented for many days to sit in his
arm-chair by the fire reading a book, listening to reports
from the scattered battlefields of the Army, discussing new
plans with his Staff, and, for recreation, teasing those about
him with a kind of " chaff " which was mordant enough in
tone but which yet never hurt the feelings of its victims.
It was here, too, that the old man commenced bee-keeping.
He wanted to give to the Self-Denial Funds of the Army
money which he himself had earned, and to this end he
bought bees and hives, planting his little garden with flowers
which bees love, and selling the honey which the bees stored
in his hives. This partial return to the spirit of hobby
which the reader will remember characterized his relation-
ship as a young father with his sons, although consecrated
now by a touching desire to help the funds of the Army, is
an interesting light on the man's psychology. It is true
that he gave very little time to his bees and flowers, but
th;at he thought about them at all is worthy of remem-
brance.

Then came seasons of real activity, when the comfort-
able arm-chair and the silence and the peace of Rookstone
irked him beyond patience, and at these times he threw off
apathy, floundered into the open world, and went storming
up and down the country in a crusade against sin, indiffer-
ence, and poverty. Sometimes,-too, he would descend upon
the Staff at International Headquarters, and stir them up
with a vigour which, even if it quickened enthusiasm, some-
times impeded for the moment the smoothness and precision
of the machinery. Then he had fits of restlessness, and
would undertake long journeys and embark upon fiery cru-
sades sometimes without properly counting the cost; only
the prevision of his Staff saved him on such occasions from
disaster. He would return after many weeks- or months
from these most trying ordeals to the repose of Rookstone,
and once more draw his arm-chair to the fire, take a book